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	1. Strangers on a Train

**Accidentally fell asleep on each other on the train au**

Frank doesn't know what he's doing riding the train like this. It's hot and crowded and there are far too many people looking at him as they rock back and forth. It's the evening rush, and the aroma body odor and exhaustion fills the air. If there's one good thing about the permanent glare he wears, it's that it keeps most of the commuters from taking the single seat left open on the train, right beside him.

The doors whoosh open one last time before heading out of the city, letting on the last batch of latecomers running to catch the doors. He's staring intently down at the bolts holding the floor together, avoiding any unnecessary human interaction. The bag between his feet holds enough guns and ammo to take out an entire city block, and he doesn't need any nosy nellies asking questions.

But none of this, not his glare or quietly intimidating demeanor, means anything to Karen Page. She's in her own little world, rushing through the sliding doors, plopping down beside him out of breath. Panting, she digs through the bag tucked under her arm, a long sheet of blonde hair hanging down in front of her face. The soft locks brush along his forearm, the scent of flowers cutting through the thick air and invading his nose. It triggers a memory, softly falling sunshine and tinkling laughter accost him. It's only a flash, and he tenses in response.

She looks up, holding her recently rediscovered cell phone up to her face, mouthing an apology for invading his space. There's already someone on the other end of the line, and she nods in response to whatever they're saying before reminding herself she actually has to speak. "Um, yeah, no… that sounds fine… I can't make it tonight, I'm exhausted… I'm just gonna go home and hit the sheets… Don't worry about it… See you tomorrow."

The phone slips back into her bag quietly, and she turns away from Frank. He's a man of quiet observation, so it's not surprising that he notices the little circles under her eyes, dark smudges marring her fair skin. The cheer in her voice was forced, phony like someone was holding a gun to her head and telling her to make nice for the person on the other end of the line. The lie about heading home for the night slipped so easily from her mouth, he's almost curious about what she's actually doing. Frank scoots away from her, adjusting the wide legged position he'd taken before she'd arrived. It's not much space, but at least he isn't pushing her up against the armrest like before.

The train ride is endless, tired commuters ignoring each other in favor of books and phones, the only sound comes from the clacking of the wheels against the tracks. Stop after stop comes and goes and still the blonde woman stays seated next to him, shoulders slumping down noticeably with each stop. Eventually the car is nearly empty, three other commuters silently staring out the windows as the city passes completely from view.

He expects her to get up, find an empty bench to spread out on, but she doesn't. From the corner of his eye he can see her head jerk down for a split second before she catches it and looks back up, blinking slowly. It's not safe for a woman to sleep on a train, especially not one as beautiful as this. He frowns into the cup of cold coffee as he takes one last sip.

When she drops off the next time, he scoots a little closer, letting the side of his arm bump up against her. When her head slips down on his shoulder, it's impossibly soft, the scent of flowers catching him off guard for the second time. She's warm against him, a flutter of possibility catching in his chest like some long forgotten and unwanted emotion. Just as he's about to push her off, maybe clear his throat loudly and glare down at her, she sighs. The muted sound whispers against the ear turned toward her. He freezes. What could it hurt to wait until the next stop?

Settling in, he closes his own eyes, the almost forgotten memory of sunshine and laughter making it's way once again into his barely beating heart.


	2. Coffee' for two

**Always in front of me in line for the coffee shop with a ridiculous order that takes forever to make AU**

Karen's favorite time of day is early morning. She loves it when the sun is barely peaking over the horizon, the buildings still casting long shadows over everything, a hazy orange glow lighting all the windows on fire. And her favorite place to be while all this is going on is the coffee shop just down the street from her apartment. She always goes early, to sit at one of the three little tables looking out across the street sipping her flavored coffee.

She's always the first one through the doors, smiling sweetly at the young girl setting fresh flowers on the tables. They have an unspoken agreement, Karen shows up with fresh bagels for both of them, and Cassandra gets to work making Karen's unnecessarily complicated morning brew. There's something immensely satisfying about getting the first poured cup of coffee in the morning. She feels like a conqueror, staking her claim.

It isn't unusual for Karen to sit in silence, sipping her coffee for a good twenty minutes before the next patron comes shuffling in, usually with their head down, in painful need of caffeine. This morning it's different though, she barely has time to set the warm bagels down on the counter before the tinkling of the bells over the doors catches her ears.

The man stops short, staring at her as though he's surprised he's not alone. She's staring right back, lips slightly parted, her greeting fleeing at the sight of him. She's never used the word 'glowering' before to describe someone, but this man, dressed in all black and staring her down is doing that very thing. A little frisson of fear zips through her, but before she can shrink away from him, he nods. "Ma'am."

It's a concession. She was here first, and he's going to politely wait behind her. The single word brings her fear to a grinding halt, curiosity stumbling over itself to replace the feeling. The whisper of a paper bag sliding across the counter breaks the trance she's under. Cassandra is already biting into the chewy sourdough, smiling happily. "The usual?"

Karen nods as she turns away from the forbidding man, her words still failing her. Turning away does nothing really, she can still feel the intensity of his stare. She immediately wishes she'd changed her morning order, opting instead of something quick and easy, like a small coffee with sugar and cream. Not the espresso with delicately frothed milk and two different kinds of syrup, one to begin and one to finish it off. She certainly wishes she could find her voice to tell Cassandra to forgo the tiny dollop of freshly whipped cream before she crams the lid down over the paper cup.

It's never taken this long, has it? The seconds tick by more slowly than Karen ever thought possible. All the while, she can feel him staring, too afraid to look. The man must think she's ridiculous, heaping sugar and cream and milk and everything else under the sun on top of her delicately brewed coffee. He's probably the kind of man who likes his black, the kind of man who drinks gallons of the stuff without blinking. He has the look of someone who doesn't sleep a lot, relying on coffee for quick bursts of energy in between whatever it is he does.

Finally, after an eon of waiting, Cassandra sets the cup down on the counter and Karen digs frantically in her purse to pay. There will be no sitting and people watching today. No, as soon as she pays for the coffee, she's going to dart out into the street so the silent man can order his simple coffee and make some snide comment. She slaps a couple bills down on the counter, smiling brightly at the barista. "Keep the change."

She whirls, heels clacking against the tile as she makes a dash for the door. She's almost made her escape when she hears it again, the gravelly voice that is somehow reassuring and intimidating at the same time. "Ma'am?"

He's at her elbow, a little twitch pulling up at the corner of his mouth. Now that he's close, she can see he has deep brown eyes, ones that go soft when begins to smile. Her heart does a little flip, and she stares at him open mouthed.

He laughs at her, a small sound escaping this giant man. "You forgot, your uh…" He gestures to the paper cup in his hand. "… well I hate to call it coffee, but I suppose that's what it is."

She blushes, reaching out to take it from him. "It certainly is." It's a declaration, a way for her to regain her composure, to deny the way his rough voice sends a shiver up her spine.

He nods, conceding her point. "I see. Maybe I'll try it like that sometime."

She straightens her shoulders, looking him straight in the eye. She's never been ashamed of her height, but at this very moment she's particularly happy for it. Smiling back at him, she says, "You should, Mr…." She trails off, realizing she doesn't even know who he is.

"It's Frank."

She says the name back softly, and he smiles, ducking back into the shop. Watching for a minute, she only turns away when she sees Cassandra begin to froth new milk. Karen can't help the secret smile she wears the rest of the morning, the name Frank just on the tip of her tongue.


	3. Running in the Dark

"**That is a hideous shirt** **you should totally just take it off" au**

The sound of running footsteps echoes in the dark alley. Karen thinks maybe her heart is gonna beat out of her chest, lungs burning as she draws in ragged breaths. She promises herself when this is all over she's going to put that dusty gym membership to good use.

Frank is hot on her heels as they round the corner. Skidding on the damp bricks, he looks back behind them to make sure their pursuers don't get any ideas about getting too close. Her heart thunders in her chest at the sound of a single gunshot, throwing her hands up over her ears in preparation for more.

They don't come, and instead Frank picks up the pace, hooking his free arm under hers and dragging her along. He tosses the jammed rifle into a nearby dumpster careening out of the dark alley at breakneck speed. His eyes pan up and down the street looking for some kind of safe haven. There's a smokey bar on the corner, red neon lights glowing in the damp air.

He turns, pulling her along again, but she digs in her heels, and he doesn't have time to argue with her in the street. Instead he pulls her into the shelter of an unlit stoop, growling at her through barred teeth. "What!"

"Damn it, Frank, you can't go in there like that!" She gestures at him, vaguely encompassing his appearance top to bottom. She's feeling a little frantic now, the adrenaline pumping through her veins making her hands shake. Her voice gets a little shrill as she struggles to whisper. "That stupid skull on your shirt is like a neon sign flashing 'Here comes the punisher, unarmed and looking for a fight'. Take it off!"

Her trembling fingers are already tugging at the hem, trying to drag the ridiculous thing up over his head. She's on the verge of hysteria, glancing over her shoulder before turning back to angrily yank at the material. Frank stills her hands, wrapping his long fingers around her wrists. Leaning down to whisper in her ear, he says, "And what exactly does walking shirtless into a biker bar scream?"

"Take it off, Frank!"

Her eyes are wild and for the first time in years he doesn't know how to respond appropriately to the situation. Reflexively her grabs the hem and jerks the article of clothing up over his head. "Now what?"

Snatching the black fabric from his hands she swiftly turns it inside out jamming it back down over his damp hair, fingers skimming the taut lines of his shoulders as he threads his arms back through the sleeves.

The sound of running once again catches their ears. Frank tenses, reaching for a weapon he doesn't have. "Fuck–"

The softly exhaled curse is cut short, Karen's lips crashing down on his, her surprisingly strong arms wrapping around his neck as she leans into him. She lets go briefly to hiss at him. "Pretend we're kissing! There's no way they'll stop for a couple of drunks making out in the dark."

With no time to argue or formulate another plan, he wraps his arms around her, tucking her into the corner of the doorway. One knee notches between her thighs, pinning her against leaded panes. His lips find her neck, nose nuzzling the column of her throat as he drops little kisses on the soft skin. For the briefest of moments he forgets their lives are in peril, that this is all just a ruse.

Karen clutches at him, playing the part of wanton seductress rather convincingly, an involuntary sigh rolling through her and tumbling out of her lips. Fingers dive into his hair, tugging him away from the attention he's paying her collar bone.

Staring into his eyes, she can see the lust glazing them over, and it takes all she has in her to breathe deeply and look away. "They ran right by."

He nods, breath still a little harsh. He stays entwined with her half a beat longer than necessary, reluctantly pulling away and stomping down the steps. "Come on, we have to get far away from here, and quick."

She runs after him to keep up with his wide strides. "Frank?" T hey duck into another alley, this time looking for a fire escape to shimmy up. "What?"

"Who the hell thinks a giant skull painted across their chest is inconspicuous?"

Yanking down a set of iron steps, he fights the twitching at the corner of his mouth before answering. His voice lower than normal, growling at her for the second time in less than twenty minutes. "It's supposed to strike fear in the hearts of evil-do–"

Ignoring the little thrill of desire the sound causes, she waves him off, smiling to herself. "Yeah yeah… I'm just saying you can't make fun of Daredevil's little red outfit anymore. Pot and kettle, et cetera."

He laughs, gesturing for her to precede him up the steps. When she's concentrating on finding her footing he finally lets the smile spread across his face. "Yeah okay, but Red doesn't get a pass for the horns."


	4. A Warm Place

**A/n: From this prompt that someone anonymously sent me on tumblr: _What happens when Frank (natural dog person) discovers Karen is a cat person?_**

Frank isn't there when she brings the kitten home, making it a warm little place to stay in a shoebox at the end of their bed. His dog sniffs at it suspiciously before curling up next to the box. She wouldn't have brought it home without talking to him about it… normally. But the poor little creature had been crying forlornly, it's little paw stuck in the grate of a storm drain, no mother in sight.

When Frank walks through the door that night, he immediately knows something is different. Gunner doesn't run excitedly to greet him. He's gotten used to the dog's affection, has come to expect it even. So when the sweet natured pit bull stays quietly curled at the foot of Karen's bed, his chest gets tight with worry.

He walks quietly over to the bed, heart beating in his throat as he pulls the covers away from Karen's face. She's curled up in the middle of the mattress, snoring softly like she does when she's dead tired. Relief floods him, and he moves to investigate the little box Gunner is curled around.

He hears it before he sees it, the tiny and soft mewling noise. The kitten is trying it's best to climb up out of the box, falling back in frustration every couple seconds. It's so fragile in his hands, the tiny beating heart fluttering like a humming bird's wings when he picks it up. It feels too delicate to be real. He's never been much of a cat person, always preferring the easy affection of dogs over the seemingly standoffish behavior of felines.

He's looking at the creature with a perplexed expression, eyes narrowed in thought, when Karen sits up, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. She sighs, "You're home." Her blurry-eyed smile freezes when she sees what he's holding and the frown pulling down at the corners of his mouth. "It's just temporary. I promise. I'll start looking for someone who wants a kitten tomorrow."

Wordlessly, Frank makes his way around the bed, gently setting the kitten in Karen's lap before walking away. He ducks into her little kitchen, pulling things from the cabinets, running water at the sink. She doesn't ask what he's doing, but watches curiously as he darts around her apartment, slipping into her bathroom quickly before coming over to her.

He's got a cup of condensed milk dissolved in warm water in one hand and an eyedropper in the other. Sitting on the edge of the bed, he carefully measures out an eyedropper-full of the concoction, picking up the kitten again. The frantically high pitched meowing finally stops. "She's hungry." He's quiet for a minute, filling the dropper a couple more times before turning to look at her. "Frank Jr. once found a bag of kittens some asshole had tried to drown in a pond. They were all wet and skinny. We had to bottle feed them for weeks. There were seven of them. Lisa named them after the dwarves in Snow White." He doesn't talk about his family much anymore. That chapter of his life is closed, because it's so often painful, happy memories like this often too hard to access.

Karen watches the little thing lap at the droplets of milk, it's tiny paws clinging to the to the front of Frank's shirt. A small smile twitches at the corners of her mouth. "You know, Frank. It doesn't _have_ to be temporary."

He nods, moving to put the kitten back in her little box, watching as Gunner settles around it once again. It doesn't take long for him to undress, to slip quietly into the warm bed with Karen. His arms are around her, nose buried in her soft blonde hair, when he murmurs, "She needs to see a vet."

Karen sighs back, "Mmm hmm."

* * *

><p><em>Feel free to drop by tumblr and come say hi, my url is thekastlediaries<em>


	5. A Haunting

"**I moved into the apartment next door and it's 100% haunted please let me crash here for the night" au**

Frank was cleaning his rifle when he heard it, a blood curdling scream coming from just down the hall. He knew exactly who it was. He'd seen her hauling her things up the stairs the day before, box after box of God knew what, accompanied by her slightly shorter, slightly softer boyfriend. Frank had wondered what the milk-toast couple had been doing moving into such a sketchy part of town. But hey, the economy was shit and who was he to judge?

A second scream echoed through the hall, followed by a loud crash. Frank frowned. One scream indicated that she'd perhaps seen one of the building's larger vermin scuttling along the fire escape, but two in a row gave him pause. He hadn't pegged the moon-faced man in the stairwell for an abusive asshole. The guy was clearly head over heels in love with the graceful woman, but Frank had seen obsession and jealousy motivate the most friendly looking men to do awful things.

He snapped the rifle's parts back together, setting the thing aside in favor of a pistol. He shoved the weapon into the holster under his jacket and and ventured out into the hall, senses primed to detect signs of a domestic scuffle.

The sound of the chain slipping out of its slide caught his ear, followed quickly by two sets of tumblers flipping in the dead bolts. One of his eyebrows shot up. She must have had a locksmith here earlier, reinforcing the flimsy security. He was impressed, but it had nothing on his own adjustments, the reinforced steel door to his apartment something straight out of Fort Knox.

She flew out into the hall, eyes wide with panic, looking over her shoulder as she ran. Frank didn't even have time to move out of her way, catching her in a surprised embrace. They nearly tumbled to the floor, but Frank used their momentum to spin around, finding his footing again.

She panted against him, slender fingers finding purchase on his shoulders. He was surprised by the strength, grunting in discomfort as she dug into his muscles. Eyes wide, she stared at him. "Thank God."

His ever-present frown deepened. This wasn't how beautiful women with delicate constitutions were supposed to respond to him. He still had a black eye from his last encounter with thugs, and to be honest he should have probably shaved days ago. He was the punisher, a man who set scumbags to quivering in their boots, a man that women crossed the street to avoid running into.

She let go of him abruptly, snatching her hands back in embarrassment. She was a bit sheepish, but her fear still had a good hold on her common sense. She slipped around him, her bare feet slipping against the painted concrete of the floor. Only when she'd positions Frank between herself and the door did she let out a little sigh of relief.

He squinted in the dim light of the hallway, wondering if he should slip his hand under his jacket. "What the hell's going on lady?"

She shook her head, not looking at him. "This is so stupid…" Trailing off, she covered her face with her hands, trying to hide the obviously blush creeping across her cheeks. "I think my apartment is haunted."

Frank should have been pissed, he should have muttered something acidic and stomped back to his apartment, slamming the door behind him. Instead, one corner of his mouth ticked up, the beginnings of a lopsided smile forming on his face. He laughed. "Who you gonna call?"

"Ha, ha, very funny." She crossed her arms angrily. "There _is_ a ghost in there!"

Frank was genuinely amused now, crossing his own arms to mirror her stance. "You sure it isn't just your boyfriend?"

"My what?"

"Short guy, about yay high…" Frank held out his hand to indicate a man of shorter statute, giving the woman a little smirk. "...all goo-goo eyed over you. You know, your boyfriend."

"Foggy?!" She looked incredulous, eyes wide with shock, completely forgetting about her former terror. "He is _not _my boyfriend."

Frank nodded, disproportionately pleased by this information. He gave her a knowing look, snidely commenting, "He does look like the type to get wrangled into moving boxes for a pretty girl."

"He's my friend. Friends do stuff -" She stopped short, shaking her head. "Look _that _doesn't matter. All that's important right now is that there's a poltergeist in my apartment knocking shit off the counters and opening and closing cabinets. I need somewhere to stay for the night."

He shook his head, but before she could make her case again, a loud crash came from her apartment. For a brief second she looked panic, visibly jumping and twisting around to look back down the hall. Frank softens. Clearly she's on edge for other reasons. "I don't even know your name."

Tentatively she turns around, giving him a somewhat hopeful look. "It's Karen… and you?"

"Frank." He hasn't said his name in so long, that it feels like a foreign object coming out of his mouth.

"Frank… that suits you."

The name echoing from her lips took him by surprise, a falling sensation surrounding him. He pushed it away, hard, steeling himself against the onslaught of nostalgia and memories. He sighed, "Fine, _one_ night, that's it."

A grin spread across her face, and she lunged forward, hugging him tightly. The gun holster under his right arm was probably jabbing her in the side, but she didn't seem to care, giving him one last squeeze before scurrying down the hall to his door.

He called out after her. "Hey, I know there's a ghost in there, but the undead aren't gonna keep crackheads from stealing your TV."

Biting her bottom lip, she reached down and drew a key from around her neck, tossing it down the hall. "Will you-"

He cut her off, barking in her direction. "No problem!"

He was right about the door, new dead bolts and a reinforced frame. This wasn't blondie's first rodeo. His curiosity was piqued. He glanced inside the apartment, scanning her belongings quickly. Fairly standard furnishings, a small couch, a twin bed tucked into one corner, shelves lined with books. If she had anything to hide she'd already tucked it away.

He locked the door behind him, fingering the silk ribbon looped through the top of the key. It was so strangely feminine that it caught him off guard. It suddenly struck him that a tall and gracefully beautiful woman would be spending the night with him. It wasn't a scenario he had contemplated in a very long time, and it was the first thing in years that sent a real shiver of worry through him.

He looked up go see her leaning on his door, exhaustion written in the lines of her face, a curtain of blonde hair swept over her shoulder. Her flower print pajamas covered her up from her ankles to her neck. He hadn't even known they made pajamas like that in adult sizes. He relaxed. This would be fine. He would even wait to tell her tomorrow that she should go buy some rat poison for the mutant rodent traipsing around her kitchen.


	6. Sleepless in Hell's Kitchen

**-"Neighbour who's way too enthusiastic about LOTR soundtracks" au**

She doesn't say anything the first time it happens. It's the middle of the day after all, and people have the right to make a little noise. The swelling crescendo of strings and crashing of cymbals isn't exactly something she can blot out with a pillow over her head, but she tries, if only for the sake of being an understanding neighbor. He couldn't possibly know that she's been working nights and needs mid-afternoon to sleep.

He lives one door down. Mr. F. Castle, if the tag on his buzzer is to be believed. They pass in the hall sometimes when she's heading out for the night shift at Rose's diner. He seems nice enough, unsmiling as he is. He's even held the door for her once or twice when her arms are loaded down with groceries. So when she's jerked out of sleep a second time she simply uses a pair of foam earplugs to block out the noise. But the plugs cause her to miss the incessant beeping of her alarm, and she can't help but shoot him a withering glare as she dashes past him in the hall that night.

Her eyes widen when the man has the nerve to smile at the way she rushes by. She spends her entire shift at the diner that night pouring coffee for red-eyed patrons and muttering under her breath. She has an entire speech ready for him by the time she's finished, one filled with information about proper listening decibels and the way sound passes through thin walls, and the effects lack of sleep can have on the sanity of a woman.

By the time she trudges back to her building the sun is just rising to the east, exhaustion settling over her like a heavy blanket. She walks straight to her door without a thought, falling like a sack of potatoes on her bed.

A few hours later, when she is so rudely jerked from her slumber, it's the final straw. This time it's the brass section of a fairly large orchestra blowing their lungs out in an attempt to wake up the entire neighborhood. The sound sets her nerves on edge, and she springs out of bed without a thought. Who the _hell_ does this man think he is? Why hasn't anyone else in the building complained?

Instead of stomping down the hall and beating down his door, Karen starts digging through one of her many unpacked boxes, a little grunt of satisfaction escaping her when she finds what she's looking for. She puts on her most confident air, head held night, hair swept back from her face, and walks calmly to her neighbor's door.

She knocks, like a professional door to door salesman, rapping her knuckles against the wood in sharp even taps. There's no answer, the sound of the dramatic music drowning out her racket. Frowning, she balls her free hand up into a fist and thumps on the door as hard as she can, kinetic energy reverberating through her bones.

The music stops, and a little thrill of anticipation zips through Karen. She feels borderline delirious, lack of sleep sending a weird adrenaline through her veins to compensate for how tired she is.

The door eases open a few inches, just enough to present to her a familiar glare. "What."

The way he says the word brooks no invitation to answer. It's a flat and annoyed statement. Karen steels herself. Holding up a pair of noise canceling headphones between them like a shield, she says, "Mr. Caslte-"

"Frank."

Ignoring him, she continues, "I need to _sleep. _Listen to your stupid phantom of the opera shit on these."

The door creaks open a little further. The man's expression changing somewhat. He cocks his head as if he's trying to figure her out, glancing back and forth between the headphones and the stern look on her face. "It's a soundtrack. You know, _Lord of the Rings_."

Karen blinks. She'd fully expected him to slam the door in her face, to tell her to fuck off. He is certainly intimidating enough to get his way, a giant bruise on one side of his face, a slowly healing cut on the other. Her lips are parted, a question on the tip of her tongue, her fingers itching to reach forward and trace the purple mark on his cheekbone.

The sound of something crashing into the floor snaps her out of her trance. Frank's head snaps around, a soft curse tumbling from his lips. He dives back into the apartment, leaving Karen to stare in shock at the scene before her.

There's a man tied to a chair, gagged and bloodied. The chair is what made the noise, one leg snapping as the prisoner tried to topple the thing over.

Karen steps forward, peering at the man as Frank re-secures his bindings. "I know you! You're the asshole that snatched my bag last week."

Frank grunts. "You're lucky that's all he did. Purse snatchin's one of his more harmless pastimes."

Suddenly it dawns on Karen, the reason for the loud music. If the mottled pattern of bruises on the criminal's face is any indication, he's been here for a while. She looks a Frank, more than a little alarmed. "Are you…"

"It's taken three days, but I'm finally done with him. Bastard's been keeping three women locked up in a loft downtown. He just gave me the address."

Frank gives the man one last punch, knocking him out. He looks back at Karen, slowly unwrapping the cloth from his knuckles. "You can keep your headphones. I'll find somewhere else to do this kind of thing in the future."

She's speechless, torn between the urge to run to the nearest police station and the urge to give the unconscious man one last kick in the nuts for stealing her purse. She compromises, looking Frank square in the eyes. "Thank you. When you're done you should come down to Rosie's. Coffee's on me."


	7. A Girl Can Dream

**'I've never actually talked to you but i had a dream we were in a relationship and now i have a crush on you' AU ?**

Karen woke with a thundering heart, breath short and thready. The faintly pulsing desire between her legs the only remnant of the dark images that had been flashing before her eyes. She could still feel the tingling scrape of his stubble against her inner thigh, the stomach clenching waves of pleasure that her dream-self had been writhing under. She dropped her hand down to see if there were any indication that it had been real. It was a dream, an absurdly tangible and amazing dream.

She closed her eyes, willing her body to fall back into morpheus's embrace. She was close enough, she could easily slip back across the border into dreamland and finish what had only just begun with… Her eyes flew open. _Shit_.

The dark eyes and glowering expression of her dream-lover were all too familiar. _He's a client._ Karen repeated the statement like a mantra, over and over. _He's a client_. Someone who _allegedly_ used his fists to beat someone else into a bloody pulp. He'd only been to _Nelson and Murdock_ a few times, so emphatically taciturn that Matt was only able to get a few words pried loose.

There was something about him though, the way he stepped aside politely when she walked through the office, the way he nodded in recognition when their eyes met. Surely Matt wouldn't have taken him on as a client if he were actually dangerous.

She pushed the dark man out of her mind, getting up to get ready for the day.

As soon as she walked into the office, she knew he was there, sitting with his arms crossed in front of Matt's desk, giving the lawyer a death stare. His gravelly voice carried through the paper thin walls. "That's bullshit, Murdock."

She wasn't helping with his case, so it shouldn't matter what he's done, but Karen couldn't help but position herself strategically close to Matt's door, cocking her head to the side as she pretended to read a file. She wasn't the most surreptitious eavesdropper, leaning a little too close to the open doorway.

She heard Matt sigh, something that happened fairly often these days. "Look Frank, this is what you have to do if you don't want to end up behind bars. We might even get him to drop the charges if you will just tell me _why_ you felt the need to bash his head into a telephone pole."

Frank shifted in his seat, laughing bitterly. "Blondie, can you believe this shit?"

Karen blinked, looking up dazed from the blank sheet of paper she was perusing. "What? Believe what?"

Frank gestured to the papers on Matt's desk. "This bullshit. This asshole was running a dogfighting ring out of their basement, tossing the dead animals like trash into the east river, and _he's _pressing charges against _me._" He shook his head. "Bullshit."

Looking up was a mistake, now she could see the curve of his lip, the lopsided smile something straight out of her dream this morning. And he had a dark shadow of stubble too... She swallowed, the heat of an all over blush beginning to creep across her body, finally making it's way to the creamy column of her throat.

Matt shifted in his seat, turning his attention to her, brow furrowed in concentration. "Karen, is something wrong?"

She let out the breath she'd been holding, fighting hard to control the erratic pitter patter of her heart. "I'm fine." She turned toward frank. "And uh, yeah that's sounds like a whole lotta bullshit, but unless you want to spend a couple months rotting in jail for assault, you'll probably want to do what Matt says."

Frank looked at her, narrowing his eyes slightly as he assessed her. "Find, Murdock, whatever the fuck you say."

As soon as Frank looked away, Karen darted back out of the doorway, fingers trembling as she put away the fake file. Yanking her jacket off the coat hook, she slipped out into the hallway. She had to get away from the man, lighting up like the neon sign at _Josie's_ whenever he glanced at her. She closed her eyes, willing away the inappropriate images. Now they were interspersed with the way his eyes looked when he was amused, and the way one side of his mouth ticked up first when he went to smile. _Get yourself together, Page. It was just a dream._

"So, you want to grab coffee or something?"

She jumped, eyes flying open. He was standing one step above her, looking like some villain in a superhero movie. It would be so easy to feel intimidated by this man, but there was something about the amused smile he was trying to hide that brushed all of that away. She bit her bottom lip, quelling the desire drawing her towards this man. She should say no. It wouldn't be appropriate. _He is a client! _

Dashing away the thought, she smiled. It's not like they _had _to fall into bed after drinking coffee, although the prospect was definitely tempting. "Sure, coffee sounds nice."

"There's a great place just around the corner."

They fell in step easily, Frank's hand instinctively moving to the small of her back. She could feel the heat of his touch through her thin jacket. She smiled. Coffee could easily turn into dinner, and dinner into other things. A girl could dream.


	8. Mistakes Were Made

**Tumblr anon sentence prompt: Kastle, "mistakes were made"**

Sunlight streamed through the sheer curtains, landing muted on Karen's flower print coverlet. She groaned, unwilling to open her eyes to the new day. Hangover's were a bitch, and something she'd had relatively little experience with since leaving home. Her first foray into being a free-spirit in college was not turning out the way she'd expected. She could definitely cross open-door dorm parties off her list of things that seemed like fun.

Blindly, she reached out to grab one of her extra pillows. All she needed to do was bury herself deep in the bed and pretend she was dead for a couple more hours, then she could wander down the street and find something greasy and salty to satisfy her depleted energy stores.

Her hand landed on something warm, but definitely not soft. In fact it was rather scratchy, her fingers tickling as she cautiously explored the texture. She jerked her hand away in surprise when a hot gust of air blew out against her knuckles.

She opened one eye at a time, fearful of what she might see. There was a man, topless and presumably also bottomless, wrapped in her favorite yellow sheet, snoring softly in the morning light. Her eyes widened further, memories from the night before falling on top of her like an avalanche. She peaked under her blanket to confirm the veracity of her memory. Yup, naked as a newborn child, the tender flesh around her breasts rosy where the man had brushed his shadowed jaw against her.

She blushed, feeling the heat of it through her whole body. She tried to slip out of the little bed, grunting in her effort to pull the cover out from under him. He was massive, stretching the length of her bed. The entire left side of his well-muscled body had her penned in, effectively turning her blanket into a cocoon-like prison.

She poked at him and he opened one eye. "Trying to escape?"

"What?" She looked down at him. With his eyes open she could tell how handsome he really was, softness in the brown depths that somehow made his entire demeanor seem just a little more approachable. "Should I be..." She trailed off, realizing she didn't even remember his name.

Smirking, he filled the blank. "It's Frank."

"Well, Frank? Should I be trying to escape?"

He laughed, the sound of it like the low rumble of thunder. "As far as I can tell, there's a guy down the hall who problem wants to press charges against Ms. Karen Page, so it might be better if you stayed holed up for a few more hours."

"How do you know my full name?"

"You were yelling, 'No one messes with Karen Page!' as you walloped the poor kid."

She groaned, the memory of Frank grabbing her around the waist and dragging her away from the cowering form of her next door neighbor was something she happily would have forgotten. "Oh my god, why did I attack Tommy?"

Frank adjusted the pillow behind his head, bare arms flexing in a distracting manner. Karen had the strangest urge to curl into him, rest her head on his exposed chest while he relayed the events from the previous night. Instead she thumped her skull against the headboard, a bit of self-flagellation for her behavior the night before.

Again Frank laughed, this time reaching out to trace the line of her knee through the comforter. "I can't be sure, but I've come to believe you think he'd been stealing your mail, and when you confronted him about it he called you..." Frank trailed off. "Well it's not the kind of language one uses in front of a lady. As far as I can tell, you reacted accordingly."

A flash of heat zips through her at the memory, the sniveling little face of her sexist pig of a neighbor flashing before her eyes. She'd suspected the little weasel for weeks but hadn't had any proof. It looked like 'forty proof' was all she needed, the inhibition freeing qualities of alcohol coursing through her veins.

Frank continued. "You got a few licks in, before I dragged you off. Figured it would be best to get you away from the party for a while. So…"

Suddenly all the embarrassment fell away, memories of her little altercation in the hall paling in comparison to the activities she'd gotten up to here in the dark. Her heart picked up pace a little, fluttery at the the memory of jumping all over Frank once the door had closed. At first she'd been angry, but there had been something about the soft way he'd spoken to her, the way he'd promised that if things were still salty in the light of day, he'd make sure she got her justice. A switch had flipped inside of her, and it was all she could do to keep her hands off of him.

She'd practically torn his clothes off, her own wrinkled dress joining them in a heap on the floor. She'd rarely been the aggressor in matters like this, but last night she'd relished taking control, climbing on top of him like a wanton wild woman. And God, he'd been something to look at, the planes of his chest like granite compared to her soft high school boyfriend.

Her hands were covering her face. She couldn't look at him, not after the things she'd said in the heat of the moment, the raw need that had eked its way from her lips. "Oh my god, last night… I am so sorry, I'm not normally so.."

She felt the bed shift as he sat up, his fingers gently encircling her wrists to pull her hands away from her face. "Shh… No, Karen. Sure, mistakes were made last night." He grinned at her. "I think maybe your mail has actually been falling behind the mailboxes."

Her lips twitched, but held back the grin, waiting with some trepidation to hear the rest of his statement.

"We both probably could have done without that last shot of vodka, but _this,_" he gestured between the two of them, "This was not a mistake."

There it was again, that soft reassurance. So strange coming from such a strong and intimidating guy. She did feel better, hearing that he didn't regret what had happened last night. She squinted at him. "No?"

"No."

She sighed. "Well in that case, do you think we can sneak out of here and get some coffee. I feel like the living dead right now."

"Caffeine. A woman after my own heart."


End file.
